
The Life and Death of ‘Richard the Second* 

Ttrkf. Tlicn,as I faid, thcDakc,grcat TuUingkrooke, \ Boy, let me fee the Writing. 


Mounted vpon a hoc and fierie Steed, 

Which his aspiring Rider iccnrfd eoknow* 

With flow, but (lately pace, kept on his courfc: 

While ail tongues cridc, Gcd ftue thee J3| tltinghrwki* 

You would bane thought the very windowes fpakc* 

So many greedy iookes ofyongand old, 

Through Ca foments darted their defiling eyes 
Vpon his viiage ; and that all the wallcs. 

With painted Imagery had (aid at once, 

Idll preferue thee, w cl com Bftliinghr&ok** 

Whifft he, from one fide to the ocher turning, 
Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds nccke, 
Belpake them thus: I thanke you Cotmtrimen: 

And thus fttll doing* thus he pail along* 

Dutch. Alas poore Rkhard i where rides he the whilfl? 
Yorke* As in a Theater, the eyes of men 
After a well grac'd Aftor leaties the Stage, 

Areidlely bent on him that enters next. 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious: 

Euen fo, or with much more contempt, mens eyes 
Did fcowlc on Richard j no man cride., God fane him: 

No ioyfull tongue gauc him his welcome home* 

But dull was throwne vpon his Sacred head. 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he fiiooke off, 

His face fttll combating with tearcs and fmilcs 
(The badges of his greefir and patience) 

That had nor God (for tome ftrongpUrpofe) fieel'd 
The hearts of men, they muft perforce haue melted, 

And Barbarifme itfolfe haue piEtkd him. 

But hcauen hath a hand in theft euents, 

To whofthigh will we bound our calme contents. 

To ThtUtnvhr&oke* are we fworne Subjects now, 

Whofe StatCpand Honor, I for aye allow* 

Enter ^Aumerle. 

But* Heerc comes my fonne firmer he* 

Tor. AumerU that was, 

Bat chat is loft, for being Richards Friend, 

And Madam , you mnfhcall him Jutland a ow: 

I am in Parliament pledge for his truth, 

Andjaftitig feakie to the new-made King. 

Dm. Welcome my fonne : who are the Violets now, 
That ftrew thegrcenelap of the new-come Springs 
Aum* Madam, 1 know not,nor I greatly care not, 
God knowes, 1 had as liefc be none,as one* 

Tir^Well, beare you well in this new-fpring of time 
Leaft youbecropt before you come loptirrf. 

What newes from Oxford?|loldthofe Iuft* & Triumphs? 
Aum. For ought I know my Lord,they do* 

Torke* You will be there I know* 

Aum. If God preuenc not, I pirpoft fo, 

7iw. Whac Seale is that that ha igswirhontthy bofom? 

| Yea,look'll thou pale ? Let me fee the Writing. 

Aum . My Lord/tis nothing, 

York*, No matter then who lees it, 

I will be facisfied, let me fee the Writing. 

Aum * I do befecch your Grace topardon me. 

It is a matter of ("mall confoquence, 

Which for foniereafons I would not bane fecne. 

Torke* Which for fomc rcafons fir,I mcane to fee: 

I feare,I fearc. 

Dm* What lliodd you feare ? 

*Tis nothing but feme bond, that he is enter'd into 
For gay apparrell,agamfithe Triumph. 

York?* Bound to himfejfe? What doth he with a Bond 
That he is bound to ? Wift,thou art a focle* 


num. I do befeech you pardon me,I m a „ . 

Tor. x will be fatisfiedilct me fee it I juf " 

Treafonjfmile Jrcafon.Villaine,Traitor S]’ ail 5 *“**«l 
Dut. What's the matter, my Lord? * C ’ 

Torke. Hoa, who’s within there ? Saddlem l 
H cauen for his mercy: what treachery jt l le / hot k 
Dut. Why.whatis'tmy Lord ? re ’ 

Torke. Gtue me my boots, I fay; Saddle m«k , 

Now by my Honor, rry life, my troth, ' 

Iwillappeaehtlie Villaine, 

Dut. What is the matter ? 

Torkg. Peace foolifli Woman, 

<Dxt. I will not peace. What j s the matter? 

Aum. Good Mother be content itkn« ^ orn( ? 
Then my poore life muftanfwcr. * ni0re 
Dut. Thy life anfwcr ? 

Enter Seruttnt with Booft. 

Tor. Bring me my Boots, I will vnto the Kin* 

Dut. Strike him Aumerle. Poore boy iU r f' 
Hence VilUinc, ncuermore come in my [Ju. 

Tor. Giiie me my Boou.Ifay. ” * 

Dut. Why Yorke, what wile thoudo? 

Wilt thou not hide the Trefeafie of thine o W -ne? 

Haue we more Sonne:? Or are we like to } )aU{ > 

Is not my teeming date drur.ke vp with time?' 

And wilt thou pluckc my fore Sonne from mine Aft 
And rob me of a happy Mothers name ? “ ’ 

Is he not like thee? Is henotthineowne? 

Tor. Thou fond mad woman : 

Wilt thou conceale thisdarkeConfpiracy? 

A dozen of them heir, haue tane the Sacrament 
And interchangeably fet downe their hands * 

To kill the King at Oxford, 

Dut, He fhallbcnone; 

Wce i kecpe him heerc : then whai is that to him? 

Tor. Away fond woman: were hee twenty times my 

Son, I would appcach him. 1 

Dttt. Had ft thou groan d for him as I haue done, 
Thou wouldefi be morepittifull: 

But now i know thy minde; thou do’ft fufpeft 
That I haue bencdifloyallto thy bed. 

And that he is a Ballard, not thy Sonne: 

Sweet Yorke, fweet husband, be not of that minde: 

He is as like thee,as a man may bee, 

Notlikctome, noranyofmy Kin, 

And yet Ilouc him, 

Torke. Make way, vnmly Woman. Exit 

Dut. After dumerlt. Mount thee vpon his horfe, 
Spurrc poll, and get before him to the King, 

And begge thy pardon, ere he do accufe thee, 
lie not be long behind : though 1 be old, 

I doubt not but to ride asfaftas Yorke: 

And neuer will Irife vp from the ground, 

Till BuHrngbrooke haue pardon’d thee: A way be gone,Exit 



Serna T'ertia, 


Enter Bftllwghrtol* f, Percit^nd other Lords. 
BuL Can no man tell ofmy vnehtiftie Sonne? 
'Tis foil three mombes fince I did fee him 1?ft* 
Ifany plague hang auervsj ftis be, 

I would to heanen(my Lords)be might be found: 
Enquire at London, ’roongft the Tauerncs there: 


For 
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r*y) ^ d *y ] y doch M ucnt » 

iV * f lftrained loole Companions, 

^ *' ’/ h fthev f»yj as ft and 1,1 narrow Lanes, 
and beateour papers. 

Which he, y ong wanton, and effeminate Boy 
^eson the point of Honor, to fupport 

jodiffohit f ome two dayes fincel faw the Prince, 
f ( !'u Mm of thefe Triumphcs held at Oxford. 

S^AndwhatfaidtheGallant? 

p His anfwcr was: he would vnto the Srevscs, 
d ftotn the cominon ft creature pluck e a GIouc 
And westc it as a fauour, and with that 
J would vnhorle the Iuflieft Challenger. 

0 Sr! As diffolute as de(p’rate,yct through both, 
ifefoine fparkes of better hope .■ which elder dayci 
Mav happily bring forth. But who comes heerc ? 

1 ‘ Cnter Aumerle, 

Am, Where is the King? 

'Bui- W hat meanes our Cofin, that hee ffarcs 

Audlookcsfo wildely ? 

jm. God fane your Grace, 1 do bcfccch your Maieny 
T 0 haue fomc conference with your Grace alone. 

till. Withdraw your felnes.ahd leaue vs here alone: 
Wbt is the matter with out Cofin now ? 

Jm. For euer may my knees grow to the earth, 

Mv tongue deaite to my roole within my mouth, 
vicffcaP«t#n, ere 1 rife,or fpeake. 

'Bui Intended, or committed was thii fault ? 
jfon thefirfi,how heynous ere it bee, 

To win thy after louc, I pardon thee. 

Jftnt, Then giue me Ieauc,that I majf turtle the key, 
That no trail enter, till my tale me done. 

3k/. Hiue thy defire. Torke within. 

Tor. My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe. 

Thou hall a Traitor in thy prefence there. 

UhI. Villaine, lie make thee fafe. 

Am. Stay thy reucngefull hand, thou hafl nocaufe 
tofearc. 

Torke. Open the doore, fecure foole-hardy King: 

Shall I forloue fpeake treafon to thy face? 

Open thedoorc, or I will breakc it open. 

Enter Torke, 

3«/.Whatisthc m3ttei(Vnitic)fpe3k,recoucr breath. 
Tell vs how neere is danger, 

That we may armevs to encounter it. 

Tor. Pcrufe this writing hcere,and thou-lhalt know 
Therealbn that my hafle forbids me fliow. 

Aum, Remember as thou read’ft, thy promife part : 
Idotepent me, reade not my name there. 

My heart is not confederate with my hand. 

Tor. It was (villaine) ere thy hand did fet it downe. 
Itoreitfrom the traitors bofome,King. 

Fejre,and not Loue, begets his penitence; 
forget to pitty him, leafi thy pitty proue 
A Serpent, that will ffiug thee to the heart. 

But. Oh heiuoriSjftrong and bold Confpiracie, 

0 !oy all Father of a t reacherou s Sonne: 

Thou (heere, immaculate,and filuer fountainc, 

Fram whence this ftreanw, through muddy paffages 
Hath had his current, and defifd bimfelfe. 

Thy ouerflow of good, conuerts to bad. 

And thy abundant goodneffe fhall excufe 
This deadly blot,in thy digreffing fonne. 

* S ^ al > Verruebehis Vices bawd, 

And Ik mail fpctid mine HoiTOiir,with his Shame} 


As thriftlcifc Sonnes, their feraping Fathers Gald, 

Mine honor hues, when his difhonor dics^ 

Or my (hara'd life, in his diftionor lies: 

Thou kilFft me in his life, giuing him breath 
The Traitor tines, the true man's put to death. 

Dntcheff} within* 

Dut. What hoa(my Liege)for beauens fake let me in. 
Bkh V/hat fhrill-voic'd Stq>piunt*make$ this eager cry? 

But* A woman, and chine Aunt (great King) J. 
Speake with me, pitty me, open the dore, 

A Begger begs T that neuer begg'd before. 

TdnL Our Scene is altered from a ferious thing. 

And now chang’d to the Bcgger,and the King, 

My dangerous Cofin^ let your Mother in, 

I know fhe’s come, to pray for your foule fia* 

Torke. If thou do pardon* whofoeuer pray. 

More finnes for this forgilfendie,profper may. 

This fefter’d ioynt cut ofFj the reft refts found* 

This let aIone,will all the reft confound. 

Enter DutchcJJe* 

Dut* OKing, bdecue not this hard-hearted mao, 
Loue,lolling not it felfe,none other can. 

Tor . Thou franticke woman, what doft y make here* 
Shall thy old dugges, once more a Trai tor rcare? 

Thkt* Sweet Yorke bepatientjhearem^ gentle Liege. 
BnL Rife vp good Aunt*. 

Dm* Notycc^ 1 theebefteeb* 

For euer will I kneete vpon my knees, 

And neuer fee day, that the happy fees, 

Till thou giue ioy ; vntill thou bid me ioy. 

By pardoning Rutland, my Eianfgreifing Boy. 

Aum* Vnto my mothers prayres* I bend my knee, 
Tor^e* Againft them both,my true ioyms bended be* 
Dm* Pleades he in earneft? Looke vpon his Face, 

His eyes do drop no ceares: his prayres are in ieft: 

His words come from his mouth, ours from our breft. 

He prayes but faintly,and would be denide, 

Wepray with heart* and fou!e,and all befidc : 

His weary ioyncs would gladly rife* I kno\v t 
Our knees fh^ll kneclc, till to the ground they grow; 

Hr prayers are full offalfe hypocrifie* 

Ours of true zeale* anddeepe integritie: 

Out prayers do out-pray his.then let them haue 
That mercy,which true prayers ought to haue* 

Bni, Good Aunt ftandvp, 

Dm. Nay, do not fay Hand vpt 
But Pardon fir ft* and afterwards ft and vp. 

And if I were thy Nurfe*thy tongue to teach* 

Pardon fhould be the firft word of thy fpeach. 

I neuer long'd to heare a word till now : 

Say Pardon (Kmg,)Iec piety teach thee how. 

The word is fhort: but not fo fhort as fweet* 

No word like Pardon,for Kings mouth's fomeet. 

Torke. Speake it in French (King) fay Pardon ns mey* 
Dm* Doft diou teach pardon* Pardon to deftroy? 

Ah my fowrc husband ,my hard-hearted Lord* 

That let's the word it fclfe,3gainft the word. 

Speake Pardons ftis curratit in our Land, 

The chopping French we do not vnderftand* 

Thme eye begins to fpeake* fet thy tongue there, 

Or in thy pitreotn heart* plant thou thine care. 

That hearing how our plaints and prayres do pearce, 

Pitty may motic thee. Pardon to rehearfc, 

Bui. Good Aimtjftandvp, 

Dut* I do notfue co ftand, 

Pardon is all the fuite I haue in hand. 
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